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almost instantly shows what possibilities are
hidden within it. The train roars unexpectedly-
over a viaduct, and below is a deep hollow filled
with light, with a fioor of water, and a surprise of
ships. How did that white schooner get into
such an enclosure ? Is freedom nearer here than
we thought ?

The crust of roofs ends abruptly in a country
which is a complexity of gasometers, canals,
railway junctions, between which cabbage fields
in long spokes radiate from the train and revolve.
There is the grotesque suggestion of many ships in
the distance, for through gaps in a nondescript
horizon masts appear in a kaleidoscopic way. The
journey ends, usually in the rain, among iron
sheds that are topped on the far side by the
rigging and smoke-stacks of great liners. There
is no doubt about it now. At the corner of one
shed, sheltering from the weather, is a group of
brown men in coloured rags, first seen in the
gloom because of the whites of their eyes. What
we remember of such a day is that it was half of
night, and the wind hummed in the cordage, and
swayed wildly the loose gear aloft. Towering
hulls were ranged down each side of a lagoon that